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YOU'RE 
OUT OF LINE, 
CAPTAIN! IT’S 
A MATTER OF 
GERMAN PRIDE— 
59 PRIDE. 


CAN YOUR 55 
PRIDE EXPLAIN TWO 
WALKING DEAD MEN? 
55 DEAD MEN? 


RIDICULOUS! 
We NEED TO 
FINO THE OWNER 
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WHOEVER PAYS FOR 
MAINTENANCE, 
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MAINTENANCE... 
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CENTURIES. 
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MAKE SENSE. 
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DOES THE 
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LIE TO YOURSELVES 
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THEIR THROATS. 
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MEN ARE BEGINNING 
TO TALK OF 
VAMPIRES. 


UNLE5S9 IT 
WASN’T BUILT 
TO KEEP INVADERS 
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SOMETHING IN. 
SOMETHING WE 
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MAYBE THE 
MESSAGE LEFT 
BEHIND WILL GIVE 
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THE KEEP. 


NO ONE 
KNOWS. IT IS 
UNIQUE. TOO 
(ELABORATE AND 
ELL BUILT FOR A 
I WANT SIMPLE WATCHPOST, 
SOME ANSWERS AND YET TOO SMALL. 
AND I WANT THEM FOR ANY SELF- 
NOW. WHO BUILT RESPECTING FEUDAL 
THE KEEP? LORD. IT'S ALWAYS 
BEEN CALLED 
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SOMETHING’S 
GONE WRONG 
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CHANGED. 
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THEN. MAYBE 
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WILL HELP. 


OLD 
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DEAD LANGUAGE, 
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PARTISAN IS EITHER 
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MAJOR, THESE 
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LIGHT ON THE PROBLEM. 
CONDEMNED THROUGHOUT 
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IN MY HANDS RIGHT NOW 
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WELL WITHOUT 
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MIGHT HAVE BEEN 
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CHANGED YOUR ORIGINATED. 
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THINK THE KEEP 
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A VAMPIRE? WHO CAN 
SAU? BUT THERE'S 50 MUCH 
VAMPIRE LORE IN TRANSYLVANIA 
AND MOLDAVIA THAT SOMETHING 
AROUND HERE MUST HAVE SPARKED IT. 
AT THAT CORE OF EVERY TALL TALE 
LIES AKERNEL OF TRUTH. AND THAT 
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FOR SURE THAT IT’S NOT THE WORK 
OF WHAT I'VE BEEN LOOKING 
FOR—ONE OF THE MOOI, 
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Hey, gang—Ryall here again. You 
want to know one of the nice things 
about doing these letter columns each 
month? | mean, other than having the 
last word and the chance to mock you 
mercilessly if | so choose (a muscle | try 
not to flex too often, for fear of great 
power corrupting me absolutely)? It’s 
the chance that this column gives me 
to lead off with positive mail about my 
first IDW writing effort, Shaun of the 
Dead. Of course, as you'll see, | don’t 
shy away from the less-than-kind mail 
as well. So get a-writing and let me 
know what you think about any of our 
projects. And away we go. 


LETTERS> 
WE'VE GOT RED ON US 

Congratulations on the Shaun of 
the Dead comic. Anyone who knows 
me will be fully aware of how much | 
love this wonderfully bloody little film, 
none more so than my darling wife who 
always has to get in quick whenever 
anyone asks ‘What DVD shall we 
watch?’ as she knows that the answer 
will involve cricket bats and one-armed- 
usher zombies. Can’t we just watch the 
beginning darling. Aww, go on. 

Also well done for sitting down to 
work out the how the Dooba Doobado 
Obadoon Adoo bit of “White Lines” 
would look like in a spéech bubble. 
Great literature that. 

However the one thing I'm most 
excited about is seeing the sublime 
Penelope Wilton in comic strip form. 
It’s about bleedin’ time! Roll on Shaun’s 
Mum! (Or am | sounding a little too 
much like Ed there?) The comics are 
coming to get you, Barbara... 

Best wishes from across the pond... 
Cavan Scott 


The chance to excerpt the song from 
the great Grandmaster Flash and Melle 
Mel was one more reason | wanted to 
adapt the movie myself. 

As long as we're off on a “White 
Lines" tangent now, my God, Duran 
Duran, what were you thinking, 
covering that song? 


Much as | loved the movie, the 
comics adaptation of Shaun of the 
Dead looked pretty much to be 
outside my normal comics buying 
habits. | have the DVD of the movie, 
and | didn’t really feel like | needed it 
in another format. But then there was 
the promise of deleted scenes being 
included in the story... Plus the 
artwork looked great when | saw 
samples online. But IDW is good about 
collecting their miniseries into trade 
paperbacks, and those are easier to 
store... and yet, | ended up ordering 
the miniseries as individual issues from 
my friend’s mail order comic book 
store anyway. 

lll admit, mostly it was to show 
support for this series, because | 
figured the stronger sales you got, the 
better position you'd be in to publish 
the mooted From Dusk Till Shaun 
story, or other sequel graphic novels. 
My whole take on the "waiting for the 
trade" phenomenon is this: | prefer to 
get my comics as big complete books. 
Easier to store, and a more satisfying 
reading experience all in one go, 
instead of spread out—in the case of 
Shaun of the Dead—over a third 
ofa year. If] know a publisher is almost 
guaranteed to collect a comic I’m 
interested in, I'll wait for the book, 
because that way, | feel like I'm voting 
for the format with my money. 
However, when there's a character or 
series or whatever that | really want to 
show support for, I'll buy the individual 
comics. And, right now, IDW seems 
to have a bunch of those comics 
coming out. To me, it's more 
important that | show that | want 
GrimJack, Jon Sable, Cal McDonald, 
Fallen Angel (eventually), or 
Desperadoes in whatever format | can 
get them in, rather than specifically as 
graphic novels. And | guess Shaun falls 
into that category. 

And | did really enjoy it. The art 
captured the feel of the movie without 
looking like traced publicity photos or 
screen grabs. It had a personality and 
style all its own. It’s harder to judge the 
effectiveness of the script, since the 


words aren't original to the comic, and 
| was reading them hearing the movie 
in my head. | do have to say that the 
sequences on pages 4 and 7-8, showing 
how close everyday folks already are 
to zombies, didn’t seem to translate 
too well. And the "you've got red on 
you" comments seemed a little out of 
the... blue, and could maybe have 
worked better if the art had focused in 
on Shaun’s pocket to show what 
everyone was talking about. 

Having said that, | was pleased 
overall, and look forward to the next 
three issues, especially when we get to 
bits that didn’t make the final cut of 
the movie. (And, if I'm honest, if the 
trade paperback contains the stories 
Pegg and Wright did with Frazer 
Irving, I'll almost certainly be picking 
that up...) And the cover by Jason 
Brashill was fantastic. Well done, and 
keep up the good work! 

Oh, and | did pay attention to 
"Barrow People" when it appeared. | 
really enjoy the short stories in the 
backs of your books; | just wish the 
ones in recent books weren't ones I've 
already read! Most comics seem to go 
by in less than ten minutes any more. 
When I get an IDW book with a new 
short story in it, | know I'm probably 
going to spend in the neighborhood of 
20-30 minutes reading it, so that’s 
excellent value for my money. 
Andrew Kaplan 


So, essentially, what you're saying is, 
the Shaun of the Dead comic was 
great except for the parts | contributed. 
| hear you—having people like Zach 
Howard and Thompson Knox (and 
the ink assist by Sean Murphy, a future 
comics superstar, | predict) work on the 
book meant that even my screw-ups 
would look damned good. 

That said, | don't quite agree with 
you about the “you've got red on you” 
comment, because like a few of the lines 
from the movie, they pay off in their 
repetition as the story goes on. The gag 
works the more it’s used, | think. But | 
might be biased. 


| gotta tell ya) POST MORTEM is 
the perfect name for your letters page. 
It fits IDW like a glove. I'm kicking 
myself for not having thought of it. 

As for your "plum writing gig," I'm 
impressed. Movie adaptations are 
usually horrible. I’m not sure if it's 
because often times they don’t 
translate well, or if most writers just 
phone in the assignment (knowing it’s 
the name that'll sell it, not the 
content). But this was different. Very 
different. It’s obvious that you're a fan 
and wanted to do the film justice. | 
loved the film, and was amazed that | 
still got laughs reading it even though 
I'd already seen the gags several times 
on my DVD. | really enjoyed Zach 
Howard’s art (a perfect fit for this 
book) and Thompson Knox’ (Knox's? 
Knoxes's? Whatever.) colors. 

In my last e-mail | expressed some 
dissapointment with a few IDW titles. 
I'm glad | didn’t let that sour me to 
your publications. Between this and 
my anticipation for ANGEL and LAND 
OF THE DEAD, you've got me hooked. 
Between your writing on this and your 
back up prose piece, | want to see 
some original comics work outta you. 
When is that likely to happen? 

Matt Sorvillo 


Original comics works from me? 
That might be tough over the next few 
months, what with my work on Land of 
the Dead, Doomed, and the two 
12-part series in ‘06, Masters of Horror 
and Clive Barker’s The Great and 
Secret Show... but it'll happen 
eventually, | think. 


My copy of Shaun of the Dead #1 
arrived courtesy of my comic shop 
yesterday. Only really got a chance to 
read it today. A bang up job of an 
adaptation of one of my favourite 
movies in the last few years. Great to 
see some Jason Brashill artwork, 
| fondly remember his time on 2000ad 
and some cracking Judge Dredd 
artwork a few years ago now. 

Well done to Chris Ryall for leaving 
in the c-word, something | wasn’t sure 
would still be there in print. | don’t 
know how difficult a job it was turning 
the film into a comic book but you’ve 
done a marvelous job of capturing the 
tone and feel of it. Reading through it 
some scenes lack the impact they 
had on the screen-Ed’s orangutan 
impression being the one that shows 


this the most and the White Lines 
moment but they needed the 
movement and voices to convey that 
to their fullest. They didn’t fall flat on 
their face but raised a smile when 
reading as opposed to the raucous 
belly laugh in the cinema and on DVD. 

Loved the artwork from Zach 
Howard. There was a great energy to 
it and while it wasn’t photorealistic | 
didn’t look at any of the panels and 
think | wasn’t looking at any of the 
characters from the film. At times it 
reminded me a little of the work 
of Philip Bond and John McCrea. 

I'll definitely be sticking around for 
the next three issues and if you do 
indeed get the rights to Simon Pegg 
and Edgar Wright’s new film then 
chances are | will pick that up as well. 
Andy Turnbull 


Yep, you want to make your mother 
really proud of your decision to have a 
career in the comic book industry, just 
make sure to use the C-word in the first 
comic you write. They just melt every 
time, let me tell you. 


BEST IN TV SHOW 

| have recently discovered your 
wonderful line of CSI comics and have 
been spending as much time as possible 
getting caught up on all the titles | 
missed. As a result, | just read the 
Serial trade paperback edition for the 
first time. 

Now while | felt it was a great story 
and truly captured the feeling of the 
shows and the characters, | do have 
one tiny little bone to pick. In the 
story, one of the victims is tied to the 
murder suspect because the victim 
had dog hair on her body and all over 
the apartment. The CSI's then found 
out that the victim was a semi- 
professional show dog handler for the 
suspect’s wife. Now | agree that dog 
hair is a viable clue way to connect two 
people, however my problem was with 
the breed of dog chosen. The suspect’s 
wife bred and showed Bichon Frises, a 
breed that’s known for not shedding at 
all. As a matter of fact, they are one of 
the breeds recommended for people 
who are allergic to animal hair for that 
exact reason. 

Sorry to come across like an 
obsessed dog person (of course, | am 
an obsessed dog person, but I’m really 
only obsessed with my dog (a poodle, 
not a Bichon), but still, but | felt the 


need to point that out. I’m still eagerly 
awaiting the next installment of Secret 
Identity though. 

Anonymous Dog-Lover 


Well, obviously Max Allan Collins 
is more of a cat person than a dog 
person. He felt that, by misleading 
people about the Bichon Frises, he 
might steer one more pet owner toward 
adopting a cat rather than some 
mangy show dog. 

As for CSI: Secret Identity, the 
trade paperback collection of that one 
(written by Steven Grant) is being 
released this month, 


ANGEL AND SPIKE AND 
EVERYTHING NOT SO NICE 
| just bought the first issue of Angel, 
| have to say the art work by David 
Messina was amazing. The story got 
me gripped from the first page right till 
the end. | just can’t wait for the next 
issue, thanks IDW for this cool comic. 
PS. the short tale Neighbors by 
Joshua Hale Fialkov rocked. 
Faheem Arshad 


FAN ART> 


This month, a pair of Angel and Spike 
pin-ups courtesy of Nelz Yumul: 


Let me add my voice of support to 
the work David Messina’s doing on the 
comic, too. He has a deceptively 
detailed style, in that a first glance 
shows his pages to be a simple and 
clean, but when you look closer at it, 
you notice all the little touches he 
brings to every panel. 

David will be tackling the second 
Angel miniseries, “Old Friends,” 
launching next month, too. Writer Jeff 
Mariotte will be back on that one as 
well, and like the title implies, many of 
Angel’s old friends will be along for the 
ride on this one, too. Many, but not all... 


IDW has another big hit on their 
hands! Angel compliments the former 
TV series in making the Angel character 
true-to-form. Angel sounds like Angel, 
as he broods on the fact that he is 
anti-social. He has a lot on his mind, in 
his painstaking plans to rid the world 
of evil everywhere he can find it. Also, 
he has on his mind, that at any point of 
time, he could turn back to Angelus 
and become fully evil again. His past of 
killing people haunts him and since he 
is immortal, he knows that he must 
redeem himself for all the pain he 
caused, as mentioned in this very 
comic book! | love the setting in 
Romania and want to see more of this 
setting in future issues. | know Angel is 
based in Los Angeles, but there is 
something about Romania that gives 
us that vampire flare! | loved this issue 
from the beginning page to the ending 
and looking forward to more of the 
same! 

Paul Dale Roberts 


You may see more of Ramania in 
future Angel comics (partly because 
David Messina draws such great 
castles), but the aforementioned Angel: 
Old Friends gets Angel back to Los 
Angeles, where he’s back amongst 
some very familiar faces. 


A Spike comic!!! What a great idea. 
And | hear there's more than one 
planned. May | suggest a story with 
Illyria, That'd be so cool. In any case, 
just give me lots of SPIKE!!!! Snarky 
Spike. Sweet Spike. Insightful Spike. 
Woobie Spike. Oh yeah. 

Oh... and thank you! 
Carol 


You're definitely getting more Spike. 
He plays a major role in the book | 


can't stop plugging here, Angel: Old 
Friends. He also gets his second 
one-shot in January, courtesy of writer 
Scott Tipton and artist Fernando 
Goni (Spike: Old Wounds), a book 
that finds Spike framed (or was he?) for 
the Black Dahlia murder. 


PLUG THIS> 
Other notable works from IDW in 
October: 


° The Transformers #0 

The new era for Transformers begins 
now! After too-long an absence, the 
Robots in Disguise are back in comics 
form! This is the beginning of an 
all-new storyline and continuity that 
relaunches the Transformers from 
the ground up. If you've always been 
curious about these giant, transforming 
robots, this is the perfect jumping-on 
point! In this specially priced 
introductory issue, legendary 
Transformers writer Simon Furman is 
joined by artist EJ. Su in presenting 
“Transformers: Prelude to Infiltration,” 
the opening salvo in an upcoming six- 
part saga that returns theTransformers 
to glory. In this 16-page tale, runaway 
Verity Carlo absconds with a 
mini-computer that just might hold 
bigger secrets than she’s prepared to 
handle. And when she’s made aware 
of a larger conspiracy that involves 
gigantic alien robots, well, the skeptic 
in her refuses to believe what she’s been 
told. Until she has no choice but to 
believe if she wants to survive at all... 


* Metal Gear Solid: Sons of Liberty #1 
Four years after former Foxhound 
hero Solid Snake saved the day on 
Shadow Moses Island, a new terrorist 
organization known as Dead Cell has 
hijacked the environmental cleanup 
facility known as the Big Shell and 
taken the President of the United 
States hostage. In response to their 
threat, Foxhound agent Raiden must 
join forces with a mysterious Navy Seal 
known as Pliskin to rescue the 
President and neutralize Dead Cell, 
whose leader is said to be none other 
than Solid Snake himself! Courtesy of 
writer Alex Garner and artist Ashley 
Wood, who both provide covers for 
this debut issue. 


* Doomed #1 
IDW Publishing and artist Ashley 
Wood present the return of the 


NEXT MONTH> 


illustrated horror magazines! This 
special bi-monthly newsprint mag 
hearkens back to those creepy, eerie 
magazine from times past, with 
adapted tales of woe from some of the 
greatest horror fiction writers from all 
eras. In this debut issue, hosted by the 
macabre, man-hating madame, Ms. 
Doom, Ash Wood takes on Richard 
Matheson’s “Blood Son,” F. Paul 
Wilson is joined by Ted McKeever on 
his own “Cuts,” Eduardo Barretto 
illustrates David J. Schow’s “Blood 
Rape of the Lust Ghouls,” and Kristian 
Donaldson attends to Robert Bloch’s 
“Final Performance.” Also included in 
each issue will be interviews and 
editorial features that profile the 
legacy of the writers featured within, 
starting here with an interview with 
David J. Schow. This debut issue 
features covers from both Ashley 
Wood and Jeremy Geddes. 


See you next month! Drop us a 
line for future lettercols by writing to 
letters@idwpublishing.com or posting 
at our message board forums. And keep 
sending that fan art, too! | really want to 
keep the letter columns going but your 
contributions are more necessary than 
mine, so send us your thoughts and 
your art. 

—Chris Ryall 


Outside the keep, the arrival of a mysterious 
stranger carrying a long, flat case brings the 
last of the players onstage. Inside, the 
inhabitant of the keep reveals himself 
to Professor Cuza and begins a subtle, 
systematic dismantling of the old man's 
beliefs and values. But to what purpose? 


BY WESTON 


If he wanted to see his friend, he had to hurry. No way 
could his parents find out where he was going. Not now. 
Not ever. If they did, he'd be grounded for life. 

The neon-green Schwinn rattled down the hard-packed 
path, wheels whipping through the tops of the weeds. 
Only deer, stray dogs, and the occasional kid with dreams 
of glory ever made it down this lonely way. Doobie 
reached the final downhill slant and coasted, standing high 
on the pedals, letting the wind rush through his hair, 
feeling like Lance Armstrong racing down the French Alps 
on his way to another Tour de France victory. The oaks and 
elms crouching along the sides of the road became his 
audience, watching in silent awe as he broke the world 
record and won the race. When Doobie hit the bottom of 
the slope, he slowed, pumping his arms into the air. He 
imagined the cheers of a thousand fans. 

What he'd give for a thousand friends. Heck, what he'd 
give for just one. 

Brett Brady had been his best friend until they'd sent 
him away to the nut house two months ago. Doobie 
remembered the moment clearly—his best friend cutting his 
own hair out in huge chunks and screaming at the top of 
his lungs about dogs and kids and fire and how he couldn't 
breathe. And now everyone avoided Doobie as if crazy was 
contagious. People were stupid. Crazy wasn't contagious. 
Crazy was just crazy. 

At least Doobie had the Blue Heeler as a friend. Doobie 
and the Blue Heeler didn’t play any games together and 
they didn’t do things that normal friends did, but that was 
okay with Doobie. 

The path dead-ended at a squat building made entirely of 
cement blocks. The windowless one-story structure had 


OCHSE 


Doobie Banks pedaled furiously, well aware that he was already late getting home. 


been stained by years of neglect. Built with no doors, the 
only possible entrance seemed to be an empty space near 
the bottom of the wall where a cement block had once 
been. Like the first day he'd seen it, the empty space 
yawned with as much mystery as a black hole. 

Doobie Banks skidded to a stop in front of the building. 
He dropped his bike and plopped down. From his 
backpack he pulled out a pack of ted licorice, a portable 
tadio, and a full bottle of water. He turned the radio on, 
then ripped open the package and pulled two pieces of the 
long, thin candy out. He began chewing on one as he stuck 
the other inside of the small opening. Within seconds it 
disappeared. 

Doobie took a drink of water and passed the bottle 
through. This time a whitish-blue hand grabbed it before 
Doobie had pushed it all the way into the darkness. 

“I bet you're thirsty,” said Doobie. 

The hand appeared again. This time it was empty, palm 
up. Doobie didn’t miss a beat as he pressed a piece of 
licorice into it. The hand disappeared back into the hole and 
Doobie began talking about his day at school, especially 
when Mrs. Wheaton caught Johnnie Beamer and Eddie 
Gowan putting superglue on Missy Pucket’s chair. It wasn’t 
until the package was empty that he stopped talking. 

“Enough about me. How was your day?” asked Doobie, 
placing his hand in the opening. 

The hand appeared and grasped Doobie's in a soft 
embrace. 

Doobie closed his eyes and allowed the images to flow. 
After a few minutes he opened his eyes and exclaimed, “So 
that’s where it is.” 

The next morning during breakfast, he remembered 


what the Blue Heeler told him. His mother leaned against the 
counter drinking a cup of coffee, 

What if she didn’t believe him? What if she found out about 
the Blue Heeler? No way would she allow him to keep visiting, 
and if he couldn't go, then how would the poor man get fed? 

“Out with it, young man.” His mother had her patented 
arched eyebrow devious smile, you-aren't-going-to-fool-me 
look. 

“Tve been thinking,” Doobie began. 

“That's a start,” she said. 

“Really, Mom. I've been thinking about your wedding ring,” 

Her smile disappeared as she gazed at the sink. “Thinking 
about it won't bring it back, Doobie,” she sighed. “Trust me. 
I've tried.” 

“Maybe. But let me ask you this, What if the plumber actually 
found the ring and didn’t tell you? What if he took it to a pawn 
shop and got money for it?” 

His mother stared at him for a moment. “You thought all of 
that yourself?” 

“Sure,” he said. 

“Which pawn shop would it be in, do you think?” 

“Probably the one over in Henryville. Trading it here in 
Providence would be too close to home.” 

His mother's lips tightened the way they did right before she 
yelled at him. Doobie braced himself. But instead of yelling, 
she took a sip of her coffee. Doobie noticed her hands shaking 
slightly, 

“What do you think?” he asked. 

“[ think you're going to be late for school,” she said evenly. 

The day went quickly. Besides Vin Montgomery puking in 
the hallway and Monray Simpson getting caught cheating in 
algebra, the day was like any other. As soon as the final bell 
rang, Doobie was out the door and on his bike, pedaling madly 
for the Quick Mart and then onto the Blue Heeler’s. 

Coming out of the Quick Mart he met his dad, who pulled 
up in his Bonneville with the words “Warren County Sheriff” 
circling a black star on the door. 

Doobie walked his bike over. 

“What'd you buy in the store?” asked his dad. 

“Some candy and soda.” 

“That all?” 

“Some jerky, too.” 

“Where'd you get the money, son?” 

“Left over from grandma's visit,” said Doobie, suddenly feeling 
like his dad’s interest was a little more than normal. 

“Ah? 

“Where you going?” asked Doobie, trying to change the subject. 

“Over to Henryville.” His father stared at him for several long 
moments, then nodded sharply, “You best be getting on home, 
then, No lolly-gageling, ya hear?” 

“Yes, sir.” said Doobie. 

Ten minutes later, Doobie was passing a soda through the 
hole. Right after he opened his soda, he heard the phlit of Blue 
Heeler opening the other. They drank together for a moment. 
Then, as they shared the licorice, Doobie described the events 
of the day, especially how Monray had tried to run away after 
she got caught cheating. She’d actually jumped out the window 
and was halfway across the parking lot before the teacher had 
time to react. 

After the tale, Doobie became more serious and laid his hand 
in the opening. “Why is it that you won't tell me why you're in 
here? You know I'm your best friend, right?” 

The Blue Heeler’s hand appeared and Doobie grasped it, His 
mind filled with images of fifty blue heeler dogs chasing, 
cavorting, and dancing among the weeds, their lips peeled back 
in pure joy. Doobie recognized the emotion as the same joy he 
felt when he rode his bike. 

Doobie jerked his hand away. “No. That's not the reason. 
Tell me.” 

He placed his hand back in the opening. The Blue Heeler 
touched him, the contact immediately filling his mind with the 


image of a blue heeler licking him on the face, eyes hopeful and 
pleading. The image was so real that Doobie brought his hands 
up to ward off the dog. 

“Come on,” said Doobie. 

The hand pulled back into the darkness. Doobie waited for 
several minutes, but it didn’t appear again. 

“Come on,” said Doobie, trying another strategy. “Maybe I 
can help you get out of there.” 

He placed his hand in the opening and waited. 

“Come on,” he said. 

Like a spider, the hand walked across the earth, fingers 
tentatively moving onto Doobie's hand, Then the fingers closed 
and gripped. Tighter and tighter they gripped, until Doobie 
cried out, Images of dogs and men and children and police cars 
flashed in his mind too fast for him to understand. It was as if 
the Blue Heeler was trying to find something to say, searching 
through his own memories. Finally, the images slowed, then 
halted, until only one single image filled him. 

A newspaper banner from June of 1985. 

Then the image and the hand were gone. Doobie heard the 
sound of a car on the old dirt path behind him. Doobie didn’t 
need to be discovered here. The last kid they'd found wandering 
on the path had been Brett Brady, and that was the day he'd 
gone insane. Without a word ‘of goodbye, Doobie tossed the 
two sticks of beef jerky inside, jumped on his bike, and picked 
his way through the trees. 

After a dozen yards, he dropped his bike and dove among the 
ferns. Although hidden by finger-thick branches and sassafras 
leaves, he had a window of foliage were he could see the front 
of the cement building. Dirt crunched as the car pulled to a 
stop and idled. Doobie sucked in air as he recognized the star 
on the door. 

His dad sat behind the wheel staring at the building. 
Occasionally he’d sip from a metal travel mug that Doobie had 
given him last Father’s Day. Doobie couldn’t have been more 
surprised. He'd never thought that his dad would know about 
the man, but then his dad was a deputy sheriff in Providence, 
so he really should know about everything. 

Doobie woke up the next morning with a plan. He headed 
for the library to check out what the Blue Heeler had shown 
him. It was Brett Brady, back before he went crazy and was 
still his best friend, who'd introduced Doobie to the Blue 
Heeler. Doobie remembered how scared he’d been when he'd 
first seen the building and been told of its lone occupant. After 
all, what would a person have to do that was bad enough to 
have a prison built around them? 

“They arrest all sorts of innocent people. My dad talks about 
it all of the time, He says it’s a conspiracy to get rid of people 
the government don’t like,” Brett said. 

“My dad wouldn't arrest anyone unless they were guilty,” said 
Doobie. 

“That don’t matter. There are plenty of reasons that Old Blue 
could be locked up,” Brett said pointing at the building. “But 
Tve talked to him, and he wouldn’t harm a soul.” 

“You talk to him?” 

“Of course,” said Brett. “I mean, Old Blue don’t speak like 
you and me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Magic,” said Brett grinning, “Just stick your hand in there 
and you'll see what I mean. Stick your hand in the hole and feel 
the magic.” 

Doobie had stared at the hole. imagining all of the things 
that could lie inside. All the world’s boogiemen, a thousand 
spiders, an army of fire ants, a desiccated raccoon crawling with 
maggots—and his best friend wanted him to stick his hand in the 
hole. Never had a hole so dark and low yawned so greatly. 

Once inside the library, Doobie explained what he wanted. 
‘The woman took him to a special computer and explained how 
they'd archived the newspapers all the way back to 1978. She 
keyed up 1985 for Doobie and showed him how to scroll 
through each issue, then returned to her desk near the front door. 


Doobie found June. He didn’t know what he was looking for, 
but figured that it would jump out. He scrolled past reports of 
houses burning, car accidents, crop cultivation, births, deaths, 
weddings, divorces, and everything under the sun. 

A report of some dogs destroyed because they'd been killing 
sheep and chickens all over the county held his interest briefly. 
Doobie checked the article and found that they were blue 
heelers, Coincidence? According to the report, three dozen 
were placed inside a fence, then shot. The bodies were burned 
in the event any had rabies. 

A report of a robbery over in Henryville made him pause, but 
when it said that no one was caught, he knew it couldn’t be the 
Blue Heeler. Doobie couldn't believe that his friend would rob 
a bank. No way! 

When Doobie reached the headlines for June 20th, he 
stopped and stared at the screen. The headline read ANOTHER 
ONE GONE! Doobie scanned the article and read about the 
missing boys, Since October of the previous year, six boys had 
disappeared from Providence. Other than the boy’s all being 
ten years old, the police were dumbfounded and had no leads. 
The bodies of the other five boys had turned up along the 
county roads naked, dead, and wearing a dog collar. 

Doobie felt queasy. Is that what the Blue Heeler did? Is that 
why he was locked up in the private prison? Doobie stared at 
the word “dog collar” and thought of the blue heelers dancing 
in the meadow. He wondering why such a huge event had gone 
unmentioned. What would Keep an entire town quiet about 
such an awful event? 

Doobie read on. The newspaper reported nothing but 
speculation and worry until June 25th. A mailman delivering 
mail along Route 16 found the boy naked, dead and wearing 
a dog collar. The investigation was at a standstill. Doobie stared 
at the word “dog collar” again. 

On June 27th, they arrested Milner Mines, age 54, for the 
murders. The sheriff admitted that Mr. Mines had been a suspect 
and that his answers during questioning were unsatisfactory. A 
picture of a small man dressed in dungarees being led into the 
county courthouse in handcuffs filled the front page. Doobie 
read through the associated reports, He let kids play with the dogs 
all the time. I thought it was wrong for a man his age to like kids. I knew 
it was him all along. They should have known right from the start. It 
seemed as if everyone had an opinion. 

Then Doobie saw a familiar name. The Banks family will be 
holding a memorial at their home on Beatrice Boulevard. The 
Banks family? Beatrice Boulevard? Doobie felt dizzy as he read 
the words Freddie Banks, only son of Martin and Susan Banks. 
Those were his parents’ names. That was the street he lived on. 
Who was Freddie? The words swam before his eyes, Who was 
Freddie? 

Freddie Banks, only son of-Martin and Susan Banks. 

..only son of Martin and Susan Banks. 

only son... 

Doobie staggered to his feet. He reached out for balance and 
knocked oyer a magazine display. The librarian stood. By the 
time she made it out from behind her desk, he had shot out the 
door and onto the sidewalk, The world swam before his eyes. 


“We should have destroyed it all,” said Martin to his wife as 
she hung up the phone. He sat at the table with a drink in his 
hand. “We should haye—” 

“We couldn't hide it forever, Martin. One day we'd have to 
tell him anyway, Something like this is just too big to hide.” 

“Nothing's too big to hide,” he sneered, gulping half the 
amber liquid. 

“Good thing I was driving by and saw his bike. No telling 
what he would’ye done,” said Martin. 

“I'm sitting right here. You can talk to me.” 

Susan leaned across the table and kissed her husband on the 
forehead. “Yes, it was a good thing. Thank you, honey.” 

“Mom, I'm sitting right here.” 


She placed her hand on Doobie's cheek and stared lovingly 
at him. “I know. I know you're sitting here.” 

All three of them sat around a small circular kitchen table. 
Susan sat between Doobie and his dad. Martin pulled a thin 
cigar from his breast pocket. 

“Not inside,” said his mother. 

Martin grumbled and shoved it back into his shirt pocket. 

“Why didn’t you tell me about my brother?” asked Doobie in 
a small voice. 

“Aw, Hell.” His dad finished the rest of the amber liquid in 
the glass, He stood, walked to the counter and poured himself 
another, 

His mother grabbed Doobie’s left hand and held it in her 
own, Large slow tears tracked gently down her cheeks. “Oh, 
Doobie. We were going to tell you. I promise we were.” 

“Does everyone know about him?” 

“Those were crazy times back then. Nothing like that man 
had ever happened to our town, you know? All those kids 
killed. My—" her voice choked “-son killed,” 

“T just don’t understand why you wouldn’t tell me about him. 
Why no one ever talks about him.” 

She shook her head and stared into space. “We didn’t want 
to remember. We didn’t want to have to relive—" 

“Susan!” Doobie’s dad strode across the room and placed his 
hand on her shoulder. “That's enough, now. Doobie, don’t take 
what I’m about to say as me being mad at you,” began his dad, 
“but this has nothing to do with you. This business of your 
brother happened years before you were born. You didn’t even 
know him. It was our loss.” 

Susan stared at her hands as they held Doobie’s hand in a 
firm grip. She nodded as her husband spoke. When he finished, 
she added, her voice husky, “Just because you weren't the first 
doesn't mean we love you any less. Truth be told, we probably 
love you more. After all, we have love enough for two sons and 
only one son to give it to.” 

A truck with a bad muffler cruised down the street in front 
of the house, A dog barked in the neighbor's back yard. No 
one spoke for a long minute. 

Doobie’s dad was the first to break the silence. He reached 
into his front pants pocket and came out with a gold wedding 
band. “Seems like we're ready for some good news. Look, 
darling,” He held the ring in the palm of his hand and held it 
out to her. 

Doobie’s mother released her grip around her son’s hands, 
grabbed the ring and stared at it. “Oh, honey.” 

“The boy was right.” 

“What?” She stared at Doobie wide-eyed. “You mean he was 
right?” 

“One-hundred percent. I was coming back ftom the county 
lock-up when I saw him run out of the library, Thanks to 
Doobie, our plumber, one Herman Moore, has an all expense 
paid vacation behind bars for a while. I bet with a little 
digging, we'll find out that he’s done this before.” 

Doobie smiled as feelings began to filter back. He grabbed a 
cookie and took a small bite. He couldn’t help but think about 
his brother. He wanted to ask so many questions. 

“And the pawnshop over in Henryville?” she asked. 

“Yep, I have to admit, I couldn’t help wonder how Doobie 
knew, but it was the pawnshop owner who ID'd Herman 
Moore.” 

“Doobie, How did you know? How did you figure it out?” 

Doobie thought about stalling, but the question had been 
inevitable, Although he'd probably get into trouble, he didn’t 
want things hanging over his head anymore, To many lies had 
been passed between them. “The prisoner told me.” 

His dad smiled. “What prisoner would that be?” 

“You know,” said Doobie. 

“No. I don’t know,” said his dad, his smile faltering a little. 

“I didn’t know at first that he'd been the one. I mean, no one 
ever told me, so I had no idea that boys had gone missing,” 

“Doobie? What are you talking about?” asked his mother. 


“{'m talking about the man they arrested. Milner Mines,” he 
said. As the words left his mouth, his parents’ eyes widened. “I 
didn’t know he'd killed them. I thought he was—” 

“Doobie Banks. Where'd you hear that name?” asked his 
mother. 

“Te was in the newspaper. I read the name in the newspaper. 
Stop it. You're hurting me, Mom,” 

She released her grip and hugged herself. “I never wanted to 
hear that name again.” 

“Neither did I,” said his dad. 

“We called him Blue Heeler,” said Doobie. Guilt settled along 
his small shoulders. “We thought he was nice. We didn’t know 
about the murders. We just didn’t know.” 

Susan stared at her son. “We?” 

“He didn’t commit the murders, son,” said his dad. 

“What?” asked Doobie. 

“Oh, we sure thought he did, but he never did anything. He 
‘was an innocent man.” 

“But the newspapers. Then who—” 

“The next month another kid went missing and we found out 
it was this drifter living in an old abandoned tobacco silo oyer 
near the county line.” 

“He told you?” asked Susan. 

“Yeah. He knew all about the ring. He knows lots of stuff that 
no one else knows. Then, when I asked him why he was locked 
up, he told me to look in the newspaper for the answer” 
Doobie felt more relieved than he'd expected. “Wait. If he’s not 
guilty, then why is he still locked up?” 

“Who are you talking about?” asked Susan, her voice rising, 

“Milner Mines,” said Doobie. “The Blue Heeler. Why do you 
have him still locked up in that building?” 

Doobie’s dad stared back at him. 

Doobie’s mother’s eyes were impossibly wide. “But Doobie, 
Milner Mines died in 1985,” she said. 

Doobie looked from his mother to his dad and back again. 
“Then who is the prisoner?” Doobie felt a moment of panic 
mixed with elation, If the Blue Heeler wasn’t guilty of anything 
then he could go free. Doobie could finally see what he looks 
like. They had the chance to be real friends. 

Doobie stood. 

“Where are you going?” asked his mother. 

“To tell him that he’s free,” said Doobie. Then he ran out the 
door. He jerked his bike out of the open trunk of his father's 
Bonneville, righted it on the driveway, and sped off. 

He heard the screen door open behind him. “Doobie Banks, 
get back here!” 

He ignored the call and pedaled harder. Doobie swerved off 
the road and down a steep, marshy embankment to the creek 
bed below. Within minutes he was pedaling down the well- 
known path towards the Blue Heeler. Doobie skidded to a stop. 
He heard a vehicle turn onto the road from the highway far up 
the lane, followed by the sounds of branches scraping metal. 

“Blue Heeler. Hey,” shouted Doobie breathlessly. “Hey Blue, 
you can go free.” 

His dad started honking the horn 

Doobie placed his hand in the opening. “Come on. Talk to me.” 

A blue hand slowly appeared. Doobie reached out and 
grasped it, Images immediately flooded his mind. Blue heelers 
Tuning through a meadow, Blue heelers penned into a stable 
ringed by chicken wire. Laughter as drunken men shot each 
blue heeler, A gasoline can was emptied on the still-twitching 
corpses of blue heelers. The smell of burning blue heelers. 

His dad’s car was almost upon them. The honking sounded 
like a long, ugly peal. 

The images continued. He saw his dad and mother, but 
younger. He saw the faces of many men and women of 
Providence that he recognized. He saw walls being bricked 
around him until nothing was left. No door, No window. No 
light. No air. No way to breathe. 

The Bonneville hit the clearing too fast. His dad struggled for 
control and almost struck a tree, but at the last moment, managed 


to stop. Before the engine died, his dad leaped out of the car. 
His mother jumped out of the other side. 

Doobie stood. 

His mother ran up and smacked him across the cheek. “You 
come when I call you,” she yelled. 

“But I wanted to tell him that he could go free.” 

Doobie’s dad knelt and inspected the hole, He glanced 
inside, then stood. “We should have torn this thing down years 
ago. We just couldn’t bring ourselves to do it.” 

“T saw both of you there. Here, I mean. I saw you when he 
was being imprisoned.” Doobie felt his cheek. “If you knew he 
was innocent, then why didn’t you let him go?” 

“Because it was too late,” said his dad, coming back from the 
truck with a flashlight. “What we'd done couldn’t be undone.” 
He knelt on the ground and poked the flashlight into the hole. 

“He can’t be dead. I've talked to him. Brett talked to him.” 

“That’s the kid who went crazy?” asked his dad. 

“Yeah, but I’m not crazy. How did I know where your ring 
was, Mom? How’d I know to look in the newspaper for that 
exact year? I was talking to him when you arrived.” 

Doobie’s dad stood and held out the flashlight. “Here,” he 
said, “Take a look for yourself.” 

Doobie’s mother put a hand-on his shoulder and held him 
fast. 

“Susan, he needs to see for himself,” countered his dad. 

Doobie stared into his parents’ eyes, unable to understand 
what was happening. Susan released her grip. Doobie took the 
flashlight and knelt at the same opening he'd knelt for the past 
several months. He stared intently as the light plumbed the 
darkness. 

Near the opéning he spied empty wrappers, Licorice, gum, 
potato chips, and other sorts of snack food wrappers lay open 
and empty. Soda cans lay empty and scattered. 

“Blue Heeler? Where are you? Come into the light so I can 
see you.” 

He scanned the whole room and didn’t see anyone. He shone 
the light on the ceiling and on the walls. From his vantage 
point he couldn't see into the near right-hand corner. He 
wedged his arm and his head into the hole and angled for a 
better view. 

“This was our shame, Doobie,” said his dad. 

“We were so angry,” said his mother. 

“So damned angry,” said his dad. 

Doobie angled far enough so that he could sweep the light 
into the corner, When he did, his breathing stopped. A dead 
man wearing work boots and dungarees lay in repose, skeletal 
legs and arms splayed at odd angles. A skeletal hand grasped an 
empty beef jerky wrapper. 

Doobie screamed and crawled out of the opening back into 
the light. 

“When we caught the real killer, we argued about opening 
this place up,” said his dad. “No one was brave enough to do it, 
though.” 

Doobie stared wild-eyed at his parents, unable to grasp the 
events that had transpired. He'd spoken to someone. He'd 
spoken to something. So where was he now? Where was it 
now? Doobie dropped the flashlight and placed his hand in the 
opening. 

“So we left him there for us to remember. The building was 
here to remind us of how nasty life can become.” 

“Blue Heeler? Where are you? Come to me, Blue Heeler.” 

His dad reached down to grab him, but Doobie shrugged 
him off. “We left him here to remind us of how awful we can 
become.” 

“Blue Heeler! Where are you, darn it?” 

His mother began to weep. 

“Blue Heeler?” 

Nothing. 

“Blue Heeler, whee are you?” 

THE END. 
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